David Amot

" They are the truth/* said Mariota; and
she became all of a sudden strangely calm*

" I see," she said, " you hesitate; you will
not admit the sentence was a mistake; you
cannot take back your verdict in the face of
the world. But there are other ways ; prisoners
can escape. You are all-powerful; so be
merciful. Nay; rather be just."

Her voice rang out, and she rose to her feet:
" Let me take him his freedom," she pleaded ;
"let me receive his forgiveness. And then
do with me as you will. He has never loved
me; nor will he. Till the end of the world
and all through eternity I shall be desolate.
But at least I would know that if I doomed
him, I also saved him."

Lord Marbrack shook his head: " I'll tak*
ye hame, puir lassie; and ne'er a word'U I
breathe o' this to Ludovick. Dinna greet;
the spell canna ootlast the nicht. The war-
lock's power dees wi' him."

" Warlock! " exclaimed Mariota. " If he
be a warlock, why did he not smite his Judges ?
why not bewitch his guards and break his
prison bars? Why stay to suffer and die a
cruel death ? "

"Nae doot," said Lord Marbrack, "nae
doot he purposed so to escape, wi' the aid o*
Satan. But worthy Maister McOorg has
wrastled in prayer these mony days that God
may prevent sic a miscarriage o* justice; aad
sae the prisoner each hour grows weaker.